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several vigorous pulls at a cord which ran above our heads, and the train as suddenly stopped. He stuck his head far out of the window and called to a man following a plough. When the man came near, the old Captain bawled at him: "I brought that gear you broke yesterday, and I'll drop it off for you." They talked and joked, and after about twenty minutes we started off again on our tour. This was my first ride on a private car and special train, for it carried only one coach and was called "the jerkwater"* I recalled it to my husband when we were making a long swing around the circle in the President's Campaign for Preparedness prior to oyr'efltry into die World War, He sighed and said: "What a lot of care and responsibilities I have brought to that little girl." I told him to be with him was worth it all, and beguiled him with describing the station at Gordonsville, as I recalled it on that first glimpse. It was full of people changing from the Richmond to die Washington train, and fortifying themselves with legs of fried chicken from the big trays that were carried on the heads of tall black negro women. Dressed in calico dresses and big white aprons the chicken vendors smiled as only darkies can smile, revealing the generous white teeth and something of the happy-go-lucky nature of the negro of the South.
Among all these new and unfamiliar faces I was glad to discover my aunt, running to welcome me as I descended from my "jerkwater special". In a trice we were in the big family carriage which lurched and swayed over heavy dirt roads through a country that seemed flat, after our mountains in south-west Virginia.
I had a lovely visit of several weeks there.